

ftrkUtfrinaif’t^el 

Witen'whfitlsdonels like an hipocrite. 

The which iseood in nothing but in %htf 
Ifit be true tftt I interpret talfc. 

Then were it certaine you were not (b bad. 

As with foulc Inceft to abufe youa foule : 

Where now you both a father and a Tonne, 

By your vntimely clafping* with yourchilde, 

( W hich pleafures fits an* huTband, not a father ) 
And The an eater of her m.9thers 9e(b, 

By the defiling of her parents bed. 

And both like ferpentsarc, who though they feed 
On fwceteft flowers, yet they poylba breed 
Jintioeh farewell, for wifedonic fees thole men 
Bluih not in actions blacker > hen the n*gbr, 

W ill flicw no courle to keepe them from the light .« 
One finne [I know] another doth proueke t 
Murders as ncerc toluft, as flame to (moake : 
Poyibn and treaibn are the hands of fionc, 

I, and the Targets to put offthe fhame. 

Then leaft mv life be crept to keepe you cleajre. 

By flight He Ihun the danger which I Icare. 

Mxk. 

Enter Antieelmt, 

Anti. He hath found the meaning, 
Forwhichwefneanetohaue his head, 

He muft not liueto trumpet forfb my infamy, 

Nor tell the world, Anttoeh doth flane 
In fuch a loathed manner. 

And therefore inflaatly this Prince tniifldie. 

For by his fall, my honour miift kcepehien 
Who attends ys there ? 

Enter Thah^trd, 

Jhd. Doth your highneffe call? 

TWAird you ate our Chamber, 

And our mmdepertakes her prinate ^Aioos 
To your fecrefie ; and for your faithtuintfle 
We will aduance you T humi ; 
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I^lit^heenottoaskethcrealon why? 

Becaufe we bid it j f»y ** oP*’® ^ 

7k4/. My Lord, *i* done. 

^...Enougk 

a well ertperient Archer rp„icU, is dead. 

Ant, rhdmd adieu, nil 

My heart can lend no fuccour to my be . 

• Enter Pericles with bis Ends* 
per. Let hone diftuibc vs ; 

Why fljould this change of thoughts, 

The fad companion dull-evdc melancholy, 

By me fo vfed , a gueft as not an houre _ 

Here pleafurcs court minceyes, and mine eyes ihun them, 
And dar get which 1 feard, is at Antieeb, 

Whofe araic feemes farre too (hoii to hit me here, 

Yet ncucr pleafurcs artcanioy my fpint«i 

Not ye^ thc'Dibet diftance comfort me? 

Then it is thus, that palEons of the mindc. 

That hanc their firfl conception by mif-dtcadl, 

Haue after nouriftiment and life by care • „ 

And what wasfitft but feaie,what might be done, 

Grower elder now, and cares it be not,done. 

And fo with me ; the great Anttoehns, 

Gainftwhdmlamtoliuktoconten^ » 
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